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in the south suburb to a little chapel which, by
a dusty roadside, gathered to its unobserved door
the few sheep of the old Waldensian faith who
had wandered from their own pastures under
Monte Viso into the worldly capital of Piedmont,

The assembled congregation numbered in all
some three or four and twenty, of whom fifteen
or sixteen were grey-haired women. Their soli-
tary and clerkless preacher, a somewhat stunted
figure in a plain black coat, with a cracked voice,
after leading them through the languid forms of
prayer which are all that in truth are possible to
people whose present life is dull and its terres-
trial future unchangeable, put his utmost zeal
into a consolatory discourse on the wickedness
of the wide world, more especially of the plain
of Piedmont and city of Turin, and on the ex-
clusive favour with God, enjoyed by the between
nineteen and twenty-four elect members of his
congregation, in the streets of Admah and
Zeboim.

Myself neither cheered nor greatly alarmed by
this doctrine, I walked back into the condemned
city, and up into the gallery where Paul Vero-
nese's Solomon and the Queen of Sheba glowed
in full afternoon light. The gallery windows
being open, there came in with the warm air,
floating swells and falls of military music, from
the courtyard before the palace, which seemed